




lows savour $ top* 

Faith infringed : which fuchzcale did iweare. 

How will he iconic? how will he fpend his wit f 
How will he triumph, leape, andlaugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that cuer 1 did Ice, 

I would not hauc him know lb much by me. 

Bero. Now Hep IforthtowhipHypocrific. 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace hall thou thus coreproue 
Thefe wormes for louing, that art mod in louei 
Your eyes doe make mo couches inyour tcarcs. 

There is, no certaine PrincelTe that appearcs. 

You’ll not be periur’d, ’cis a hatefull thing : 

Tulb, none butMinllrels like of Sonneting. 

But are you not alham’d ? nay, arc younot 
All three of you , co be thus much ore’lhoc ? 

Youfound his Moth, the Kingyout Moth didfecs 
But I a beame doe finde in each of three. 

O whacaSceneof fooi’ryhaue Ifeenc. 

Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of tecnc : 

0 me, with what drift patience hauc 1 far, 

To fee a Kingtranformed to a Gnat i 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomontuniag alygge .? 

And 2^ejlor play atpulli-pin with the Boyes, 

A nd Criticke Timor* laugh at idle toylcs. 

Where liesthy griefe .? O tell me good r Dumaine,\ 

And gentle Longauill, where lies thy paine .? 

And where my Liedges ? all about the breft; 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Tcobicter is thy ielf. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thyoucr-view ? 

Bcr Not you by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 that am honell,I that-holdit finne 
Tobreakethevow I am in gaged in. 

I am betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men ofincondancie. 

When (hall you fee me write a thing in rime l 
Or gronefor loane? or fpend a minutes time. 

In pruning race, when (hall you hcarc thatl wiUpraifc a hand,a 
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A true man, or a theefc, that gallops fo. 

Bh poll from Loue, good Louer let me go. 

Snter laquenetta and C hwne. 

Taaue. God bleffe the King. 

Ki„. what prefent hall thou there? 

flew. Seme certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing hr. 

Kin. If it marre nothing neither. ■ 

Kin. Where hadft thou it? 

Taque. Of Cofiard. 

Kin?. Where hadll thou it ? 

Cofi. Of Dm Adramadio , ^Tfhouteareit? 

Kin. How now, what isin you ? why doft thou tea - 

Ber. Atoyroy Liedge, 

Long. It didmoue him co paffion,«id thcr f°5 e ^ shearei 6 
T>wn. Itis Berownes writing, aftd heerc is his nam . 

B er.kh you whorefon logger head you were borne to d 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : Iconfelle, I confeffe. 

sir. That you three foolcs, lackt mee foolc, to make vp the 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in loue, and we deferueto die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and I (hall tell you more. 

Bum. Now the number is euen. _ , , 

Berorv. Trueirue, wearefoure : will thefe Turtles be gou 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walk afide the true folke,andlct the traytorsttay. 

Ber . Sweet Lords.fweet Louers, O let vs imbrace, 
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